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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
| wrote this a while back and abandoned it, cause | thought that it sucks. | guess my standards have lowered.. 


The only thing Jason managed to notice before being dragged into a small and dark storage room, was a hand 


quickly shooting out through the slightly open door that he was walking by and pulling him in 


All thoughts about the upcoming show or having some last minute practice in his dressing room quickly 
vanished and his body instantly got into a defensive position There was barely any light and Jason couldn't see 
very well, so the first thing that struck him was the weird, stale smell in there. Then he tried to concentrate 


on the shadow in front of him and his muscles soon relaxed as he recognized the tall figure. 


Soft lips accompanied by a rough mustache connected with his own while large and gentle hands with callused 


fingertips slipped under his shirt and started massaging his stomach and chest. 


"James..." 


The breathy moan only encouraged the singer more. He pulled Jason's body closer to his and deepened the kiss, 
exploring the bassist's mouth with his tongue. 


Jason restrained himself from responding to the kiss, placed his hands on the broad chest in front of him and 


gently pushed the blond away. 
"James, no." 
He leaned his forehead against Jason's and continued to slowly massage his skin 


"Why not? Fuck, | want you so badly.." As if to prove his point, he thrust his hips forward, so Jason could feel 
an obvious hard bulge against his lower stomach. James' voice was low and husky as he whispered into Jason's 
ear. "See what you're doing to me.. Please, let's just have a quickie, | promise we won't be late like the last 


time." 
He started leaning in again, but Jason stopped him. 


"No. |." Jason closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He didn’t plan to do this now, maybe even ever, but it 


was a perfect chance. He had to.. "I can't do this anymore." James instantly tensed. 
"What do you mean?" 


"What do you think | mean?" James stepped back slightly and pulled his hands away from Jason's body. There 


was a brief pause. 
"Did | do something wrong?" 


The room was dim and Jason could barely make out James’ eyes, so he stepped a little closer. He could now 
see that the singer's face seemed hurt and confused. Jason couldn't help, but run his hand down James’ arm in 


a comforting way. 


"No... Or maybe yes, but it's as much my fault as it is yours, | allowed this entire thing to happen. l'm just 
tired of all this sneaking around.. | want you too James, | want to be with you, but I'm tired of fucking in 
places like this, in constant fear of being caught. | want to actually make love to you. At first this whole 
secrecy was fun, but its not anymore. | want to be able to kiss you in public, | want other people to see how 
we feel about each other.. Do you know how much it pisses me off to see groupies hitting on you and not 
being able to do anything about it? And | know that this won't change, because you're so desperate to keep 


this a secret, almost like you're ashamed of being with me... l'm.. just sorry.’ 


With that he quickly placed a light kiss on James lips and walked out, not giving him a chance to say something 


in response or try to stop him. 


James stood there in the darkness completely stunned. He had no idea that that's how Jason felt. Admittedly, 


he had noticed a slight change in the bassist's behavior recently, but he just dismissed it as stress because of 


the tour. 


To be honest, he understood what Jason was trying to say, that's kind of how he felt too. There were 
moments when he desperately wanted to kiss Jason and couldn't do it, because there were other people around. 
Their kisses always had to be quick and urgent, in fear that someone might walk in. It didn’t feel right, because 


they were doing nothing wrong. 


He didn't know why things turned out to be the way they did. At first it was a slight fear that the press will 
find out, but at this point it didn't really matter. After the success of the black album, nothing could bring 


Metallica down, not even something like an affair between two band members. 
The relationship remained secret more out of a habit than anything else. A habit James became anxious to 
break over time. But just the thought that in Jason's mind James was ashamed of him, made him sick. He 


wasn't ashamed of Jason, he loved him and he could scream it from every rooftop if he had to. 


Or maybe rooftops wouldn't be necessary, a stage could do.. 


Chapter 2 


The stage lights were blinding him and his shirt was sticking to his sweaty back as Jason relentlessly 
headbanged while playing, making his chestnut colored hair fly everywhere. 


He was pouring all his heart and energy into it, because it was the only thing that kept his mind away from 
what happened only hours earlier. 


Jason couldn't believe that he actually did it. He broke things off with James. Sure, he felt like a pathetic piece 
of shit whenever he had to wake up in a cold and lonely bed, because James didn't want to be noticed walking 

out of his hotel room and always left during the night, but he never thought that he would actually dare to do 
it. 


He wasn't lying when he said that he loved James, but sometimes he felt like just another faceless, nameless 


whore to him, like the ones who were waiting for them after every show, so they could brag about how they 


fucked a rock star. 


Only he didn't need those bragging rights, he needed James. And he couldn't have him. Or at least not entirely. 
Not because it was impossible, but because James never allowed a single detail about their relationship to get 
out. He liked to keep it all hidden, like their love was some sort of a shame or a crime. The situation in the 


storage room embodied the whole experience perfectly. Lust, fear, urgency, shadows, hiding. 


As soon as Jason stepped out through that door, he regretted what he did. Badly. But he reminded himself 
that it was the right thing to do. He wanted a healthy relationship where he could at the very least show 
some sort of affection in public, not just feel used and thrown off after another quick fuck in a bar bathroom 
or some other disgusting place like that. 


It was the worst when James called him all sorts of names in front of other people, to create an impression 
that he hated his bassist. Sure, later Jason listened to countless apologies and sweet words lovingly whispered 
into his ear while he was bent over an equipment box or something like that, but that hardly helped. 


He eventually reached the conclusion that what he did was for the best. James apparently thought so too, 
because he was singing with a big grin on his face while pouring bear over the audience. The blond was never 


good at hiding his emotions, so he was probably in a genuinely good mood. 


That made Jason's heart sting even more. It was almost like he didn't care.. The bassists face remained 


completely devoid of any emotions though. He couldn't let the crowd see that something was wrong, that would 


mean that he had failed as an artist. 


But the tension wasn't lost on Lars and Kirk They exchanged a few troubled glances. At one point the lead 
guitarist walked up to Jason and asked if everything's alright, to which Jason replied with a fake smile and a 
nod. 


They were obviously unsatisfied with the answer, but didn't push matters any further. Jason went back to his 


corner of the stage and proceeded to ignore the rest of the world around him. It was just him and his bass. 


They closed the show with Seek and Destroy. As the final notes slowly faded into the hot air of the packed 
venue, people went absolutely crazy. Kirk started throwing guitar picks into the crowd while Lars was motioning 


everyone to scream even louder. Meanwhile James and Jason weren't nearly as enthusiastic. 


Jason was standing in his corner and throwing the few picks he had in his pocket to some kids at the front. He 
gave them a warm smile, but it didn't last long on his face. He turned around and went to put down his bass. 


James didn't even do that. He was standing in front of the microphone completely motionless with the guitar 
still in his hands, silently watching the mayhem in front of him. Lars gave him an odd look, but didn't say 


anything, which was unusual for the Dane. 


As the initial buzz started to wear off a little bit, James loudly cleared his throat into the microphone, which 
caught the attention of most of the audience. 


"Hey fuckers! This is a public service announcement, I've got something to say!" James smirked to himself as 
he heard some people in the crowd yelling ‘| killed your baby today’. Cliff would've been proud. "You see this 
motherfucker over here?" He pointed his hand to Jason, whose eyes instantly widened. This caught him 


completely off-guard, he had no idea what James was doing. "I love him." 


The crowd erupted into cheers, clearly not realizing what the singer meant by those words. Knowing that, 
James put down his guitar and closed the distance between himself and Jason in a few long strides. The 


shorter man was staring at him in confusion and slight fear, not knowing what was going to happen next. 
James stopped right in front of him and gently raised Jason's chin with his fingers. 
"Now they'll know that you're mine." 


He leaned in and brushed his lips against Jason's, testing if he would respond. A smile graced the bassist's 
features as he leaned in too and connected their lips, wrapping his arms around James’ neck. He knew that 
James had just sacrificed his public image for him and it meant so much.. The kiss was slow and passionate, it 


was meant to show their love for each other. 


As they kissed, the venue turned silent for a second. Then it erupted into a mixture of joyful cheers and 
clapping, along with a few boo's and hateful yells. A thought that the people who were booing could go fuck 
themselves crossed James' mind, but he wasn't surprised by the mixed reactions. He could swear that he 


heard the sound of drumsticks hitting the floor behind him and smiled into the kiss. This was news to Lars and 


Kirk, as much as it was for everyone else. 


Eventually James pulled away and buried his face in his lover's hair while tightly wrapping his arms around 
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him. He took a deep breath and felt a faint smell of shampoo, sweat and something else entirely that was 


uniquely Jason. 
"And l'm yours. If you still want me." 


James was pretty sure that Jason could feel his heart violently beating against the rib-cage while waiting for 
the answer. It was unusual for him to feel so vulnerable and insecure while on stage, so he unconsciously 
pulled the bassist closer to him. Jason pulled away slightly, which made James' heart shatter into a million 


pieces for a brief moment. Then he saw that charming crooked smile on Jason's face and relaxed. 


‘Of course | do.. But | really meant what | said there, | want this to be official." James chuckled and gently 


cupped Jason's cheek. 


"It is official Jase, | just kissed you in front of ten thousand people. Its a bit late to ask them if they can keep 
a secret." Jason laughed and James left another soft kiss on his smiling lips before taking his slightly trembling 
hand and leading him to the microphone where he turned to the audience again. "So.. As you may have noticed, 
me and Jason are together. If anyone has a problem with that, you know where the fucking exit is. And for the 
rest of you.. What do you say if we play another song?" The audience started cheering and James turned to 
Kirk and Lars who were still standing in the same spot with their mouths slightly agape. "What do you guys 
think?" 


Kirk's stunned face slowly morphed into a smile and he picked up his guitar again 


"I fucking knew it | knew that | heard your and Jason's voices in the shower that one time." They exchanged a 
quick glance, both obviously trying to figure out how they managed to get caught. 


Lars just shook his head and walked back behind his drums. 

"You two motherfuckers will have some explaining to do after the show...” 

James reluctantly let go of Jason's hand, so he could go take his bass again and picked up his own guitar. He 
couldn't stop himself from grinning, it felt like a massive weight had been lifted from his chest. A weight that 
kept getting heavier and heavier with each passing day. A weight that was still kind of there when he thought 


about all the time with Jason that he missed out on simply because they couldn't be seen together. 


But that wouldn't happen again. From now on he could allow himself to take Jason's hand in public or kiss him 


at the studio. He could allow himself to love. 


